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CHAPTER I. 



CAMPBELL S ISLE. 



** The island lies nine leagues away, 

Along its solitary shore 
Of craggy rock and sandy bay 
No sound but ocean's roar, 
Save where the bold, wild sea-bird makes her home, 
Her shrill cry coming through the sparkling foam." 

R. H. Dana. 

ABOUT six miles from the mainland of M , with 
its rock-bound coast washed by the waters of the 
broad Atlantic, was an islet known in the days of 
which I write as CampbeU's Isle. 

The island was small — about two miles in length and 
:he same in breadth, but fertile and luxurious. The 
dense primeval forest, which as yet the (destroying ax had 
scarcely touched, reared itself high and dark in the north- 
ern part of the island. A deep, unbroken silence ever 
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His son and successor, Gasper, born on the isle, grew 
up tall, bold, and handsome, with all his father's daring 
and undaunted courage, and hia mother's beauty, and tor- 
rid passionate nature. He, in the course of time, took to 
himself a wife of the daughters of the mainland ; and, after 
a short, stormy life, passed away in his turn to render an 
account of his works, leaving to his eldest son, Hugh, the 
bold spirit of his forefathers, the possession of Campbell's 
Isle, and the family mansion known as Campbeirs Lodge. 

And so, from one generation to another, the Campbells 
ruled as lords of the isle, and became, in after years, as 
noted for their poverty as their pride. A reckless, improv- 
ident race they were, caring only for to-day, and letting 
to-morrow care for itself; quick and fierce to resent 
injury or insult, and implacable as death or doom in their 
bate. Woe to the man who would dare point in scorn at 
one of their name ! Like a sleuth-hound they would dog 
his steps night and day, and rest not until their vengeance 
was sated. 

Fierce alike in love and hatred, the Campbells of the 
Isle were known and dreaded for miles around. From 
sire to son the fiery blood of Sir Guy the Fearless pissed 
unadulterated, and throbbed in the veins of Mark Camp- 
bell, the late master of the lodge, in a darker, fiercer 
stream than in any that had gone before. A heavy-browed, 
stern-hearted man he was, of whose dark deeds wild 
rumors went whispering about, for no one dared breathe 
them aloud, lest they should reach his vindictive ears, and 
rouse the slumbering tiger in his breast. At his death, 
which took place some two or three years previous to the 
opening of our story, his son Guy, a true descendant of 
his illustrious namesake, became the lord and master of 
the isle, and the last of the Campbells. 

Young Guy showed no disposition to pass his days in 
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afiBicted with an orphan nephew, the laziest of mortals, 
whose shortcomings kept the bustling old lady in a fever 
from morning till night. A wild young sister of Mrs. 
Tom's had run away with a Dutch fiddler, and dying a few 
years after, was soon followed to the grave by her hus- 
band, who drank more than was good for him one night, 
and was found dead in the momnig. Master Carl Henley 
was accordingly adopted by his living relative and, as that 
good lady declared, had been" the death of her " ever since. 

A young girl of sixteen, known only as ** Christie," 
was the only other member of Mrs. Tom's family. Who 
this girl was, where she had come from, and what was her 
family name, was a mystery : and Mrs. Tom, when ques- 
tioned on the subject, only shut her lips and shook her 
head mysteriously, and spoke never a word. Although 
she called the old lady aunt, it was generally believed that 
she was no relation ; but as Christie was a favorite with 
all who visited the island, the mystery concerning her, 
though it piqued the curiosity of the curious, made them 
like her none the less. A big Newfoundland dog and a 
disagreeable chattering parrot completed the widow's 
household. 

Mr. Tom's business was flonrishing. She made a reg- 
ular visit each week to the mainland, where she disposed 
of fish, nuts, and berries, in which the island abounded, 
and brought back groceries and such things as she needed. 
Besides that, she kept a sort of tavern and place of ref resh- 
•Tient for the sailors and fishermen, who sometimes stopped 
3r a day or two on the island ; and for many a mile, both 
►y land and sea, was known the fame of Mrs. Tom. 

Such was Campbell's Isle, and such were its owners 
nd occupants. For many years now it had been quiet 
id stagnant enonffh, until the development of sundry 
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''Then there is another habitation on the island beside 
yours?" said Druramond, looking up with more interest 
than he had yet manifested. 

** Yes ; old Mrs. Tom, a distant connection of our fam- 
ily, I believe. And, by the way, Drummond, there is a 
pretty little girl in the case. I suppose that will interest 
you more than the old woman." 

" Pretty girls are an old story by this time," said Drum- 
mond, with a yawn. 

"Yes, with such a renowned lady-killer as you, no 
doubt." 

"I never saw but one girl in the world worth the 
trouble of loving," said Drummond, looking thoughtfully 
into the water. 

** Ah, what a paragon she must have been. May I ask 
what quarter of the globe has the honor of containing so 
peerless a beauty ?" 

** 1 never said she was a beauty, mon ami. But never 
mind that. When do you expect to be ready for sea 
again V 

" As soon as possible — in a few weeks, perhaps— for I 
fear that we'll all soon get tired of the loneliness of the 
place." 

" You ought to be pretty well accustomed to its lone- 
liness by this time." 

" Not I, faith ! It's now three years since I have been 
there." 

" Is it possible ? I thought you Campbells were too 

.ch attached to your ancestral home to desert it so long 

that." 

** Well, it's a dreary place, and I have such an attach- 

nt for a wild, exciting life that positively I could not 

lure it. I should die of stagnation. As for Sibyl, my 
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Promise me, now, you will never think of it mi 
less speak of it." 

" Tell me one thing more, Willard, and I proi 
one," said Sibyl, laying her hand on bis sbo 
looking up in his face earnestly, while ber void 
in spite of all her efforls. 
; " Well," be said, anxiously. 

" Did you recognize the face of the person whom you 
saw beside you at the altar, and who afterward died on 
, the scafiEold ?" 

He was silent, and looked with a troubled eye out 
over tiie shining waters. 

" Willard, dearest Willard ! tell me, have you ever yet 
seen her?" 

" Why will you question me thus, dearest Sibyl f" 

"Answer me truly, Willard, on your honor." 

"Well, then, dearest, I have." 

Sibyl drew her breath quick and short, and held his 
arm with a convulsive grasp. 

" Who is she ?" she asked. 

Willard turned, and looking steadily into her wild, 
searching eyes, replied, in a thrilling whisper : 

" You, Sihyl— you!" 



it, I heard him open a door, thrust me in, and 
n, locking the door after him. 
St care was to tear oil the bandage and look 
It the room was so intensely black I could see 
'he darkness could be almost felt as I thrust 
d and essayed to walk. I had not advanced a 
;, n-hen my foot slipped on some wet, slimy 
Lnd I fell, and struck violently a^inst some- 
■ on the floor. Ti-embling with horror, I put 
i, and — merciful Heaven ! I shudder even now 
: it — it fell on the cold, clammy face of a 

i-massy!" ejaculated the horror-struck Mrs. 
: dying man paused, every feature convulsed 
lection. 

1 fainted," he went on, after a pause, ' for 
t recollect anything, f was supported by ray 
iductor, who was sprinkling, or, rather, dash- 
es of water in my face, and there was a tight 
the room. I looked around. There, on the 
he dead body of a man, weltering in blood, 
id from a great, frightful gash in liis side !" 
'ht nearly drove me mad, for I sprang with a 
my feet. But my conductor laid his hand on 
:r and said, in a tone so fierce and stem that I 
are him : 

fe, sirrah, have done with this cowardly fool- 
leaven, you shall share the same fate of him 
ore you ! No matter what you see to-night, 
lor ask any questions, under peril of instant 
'ou perform your duty faithfully, this shall be 
a.' 



40 THE MANIACS CURS 

be drew forth a great heap of bricks and mortar, and all 
the implements necessary for building a wail. 

" A light began to dawn upon nie. "fhe body of this 
murdered man was to be walled up here. 

" My suspicion was correct. Making a sign for me to 
assist liira, the man raised the head, and not daring to 
refuse, I took the body by the feet, and we carried it into 
the inner room, which proved to be a small dark closet 
without a window, and. with immensely thick walls. Even 
in my terror for my own safety, I could not repress a 
feeling of pity for this murdered youth — for he was only 
a boy — and the handsomest I ever saw. 

" All this time the woman's wild shrieks were resound- 
ing through the roam, growing louder and louder t 
moment, as she still struggled to free herself from 
hold. All in vain. He forced her into the inner ro 
but before he could close the door she had burst ■ 
and, clasping his knees, screamed for mercy, 

" He spurned her from him with a kick of his he 
boot, and then she sprang up and spat at him like 
possessed of an evil spirit. Flying to the farthest < 
ner of the room, she raised her right hand to Hea' 
crying, in a voice that might have made the stou 
heart quail : 

" ' 1 curse you ! I curse you ! Living, may Heavi 
wrath follow my curse — dead, may it hurl you intoetci 
perdition ! On your children and on your childri 
children, may ' 

" With a fierce oath, he sprang upon her ere she co 
finish the awful words that pealed through the rt 
like the last trump, and seizing her by the throat, hui 
her headlong into the darkinnerroom where the murde 
man lay. Then, closing the ma&Bive oaken door, : 



conveyed into the carriage, which for upward of half ao 
hour drove round some circuitous route. Then I was as- 
sisted out and left standing alone. I tore the bandage 
from my eyes and looked around, but the carriage was 
gone ; and I never heard or discovered aught more of the 
event of that night. 

"From that day my peace of mind was gone. Years 
passed, but it haunted me night and day, till I became a 
morose and dreaded man. Then 1 traveled from land to 
land, but nothing ever could banish from my ears that 
woman's dying shrieks and despairing eyes. 

" In Liverpool I felt ill. I felt I must die, and wanted 
to comeand be buried in my native land. Captain Camp- 
bell brought me here. And now that I have told all, I can 
die in peace. In peace — never ! never until that woman's 
face is gone ! Oh, Heaven !" he cried, raising himself 
up with a shriek, and pointing to the window, " j^ is there!" 

With a scream almost as wild as his own, Mrs. Tom 
started up and looked. 

A pale, wild, woeful face, shrouded in wild black hair, 
was glued for a moment to the glass, and then wa^ gone. 

Paralyzed with terror, Mrs. Tom turned to the sick 
mad. His jaw had dropped, his eyes were protruding 
from their sockets, and he was dead. 



Homestead ot me UampDells looked cold, Dleak, ana 
-uninviting. Even tlie long, gloomy shadows from the 
trees, as they lay on the ground, seemed to the supersti- 
tious mind of Sibyl, like unearthly hands waving them 
away. She shuddered with a chill feeling of dread, and 
clung closer to the arm of Driimmond. " 

"Quite a remarkable looking old place, this," said the 
young man, gayly. "Really charming in its gloomy 
grandeur, and highly suggestive of ghosts and rats, and 
other vermin of a like nature," while he inwardly mut- 
tered : "Dismal old hole; even Sibyl's bright eyes can 
hardly recompense mc for burying myself in such a rick- 
ety dungeon." 

" It has not a very hospitable look, I must say," said 
its young mistress, with a smile ; " but in spite of its for- 
bidding aspect, 1 hope we will be able, by some means, 
to make your stay here endurable." 

" A desert would seem a paradise to me with you near 
by," said Drummond, in his low, iover-llke tones. "My 
only regret is, that our stay here is destined to be so 
short. " 

The dark, bright face of the young island-girl flushed 
with pleasure ; but ere she could reply, the hall-door was 
thrown upen, and Captain Campt^ell stood, hat in hand, 
before them. 

" Welcome to Campbell Castle," he said, with gay 
courtesy, stepping aside to let them enter. 

" Thank you," said Drummond, bowing gravely, while 
he glanced with some curiosity around, to see if the inter- 
ior looked more inviting than the exterior. 

They stood in a long, wide hall, high and spacious 
which the light of the flickering candle Captain Campbell 
held strove in vain to illuminate. At the further extrem 
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46 THE UACISTED ROOM, 

" Haunted ?" By Jove, that's capital ! I have u. 
wishing all my life to see a genuine ghost, and lo ! the 
time has come at last But what manner of ghost is it, 
saith the legend — fair or fouL old or young, handsome or 
hideous ?" 

'* On that p>oint I am distressingly short of information. 
Lem's description is rather vague. He describes it as be- 
ing ' higher than anything at all, with fire coming out of 
its eyes, long hair reaching to the ground, and dressed in 
white.' " 

" Oh, of course !" said Drummond. ** Who ever heard 
of a ghost that wasn't dressed in white ? 'Pon my honor, 
I am quite enchanted at the opportunity of making the 
acquaintance of its ghostship." 

During this conversation Sibyl had left the room " on 
hospitable thoughts intent," and now returned to announce 
that supper was already progressing rapidly — most wel- 
come news to our hungry gentlemen. 

Sibyl had taken oil her hat, and now her raven curls 
fell in heavy tresses to her waist. In the shadow, those 
glittering ringlets looked intensely black ; but where the 
firclighi fell upon them, a sort of red light shone through. 

As she moved ihrough the hi^^jh, shadowy rooms, with 
the graceful, airy motion that lent a charm to the com- 
monest action, Willard Drummond, following her with 
his eyes, felt a secret sense of exultation, as he thought 
this magnificent creature was his, and his alone. This 
bright, impassioned sea-nymph ; this bear.tiful, radiant 
daughter of a noble race ; this royal, though dowerless 
island queen, loved him above all created beings. Had 
she not told him as lie whispered in her willing ear his 
passionate words of love, that he was dearer to her than 
all the world besides } Some day he would make her his 
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first flush and delirium of love. 

He did not stop to think that he hftd loved with even 
more intensity once before ; that he had raved even in a 
like manner of another far less bright than this queenlj 
Sibj'l. He did not stop to think that even so he might 
love again. 

No. Everything was foi^otten but the intoxicating 
girl before him, with her sparkling face, her glorious eyes 
of jet, and her flashing, sun-bright hair. 

From the rhapsody of passion — from the seventli heaven 
of his day-dreams, he was at last recalled by the voice of 
Sibyl herself summoning him to supper. 

He looked up with a start, half inclined to be provoked 
at this sudden summons from his ideal world to the vul- 
gar reality of a supper of hot-cakes, tea, and preserves. 
But there sat Sibyl at the head of the table, bright and 
smiling — beautifying even the dull routine of the lea-table 
with the charm of her presence. And then, too — now 
that this airy vision was gone — Mr. Willard Drummond 
began to recollect that he was very hungry, and that 
"dreams and visions " were, after all, very unsubstantial 
'Jiings, compared with the bread and butler of every-day 
life, degrading as the confession was. 

Guy had already taken his place, so Willard took the 
-eeat his young host pointed out to him, and the business 
of the tea-table commenced. 

When the meal was over, Aunt Moll cleared the table, 
ind the three gathered round the fire — for, though the 
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I will have your room changed, and my own likewise. 
Even if they are less comfortahte, they will be more 
endurable than to be disturbed by midnight specters." 

"Be it so, then, fairest Sibyl," he said, gayly. And 
turaiag, they walked together to the X^odge. 



CHAPTER VI. 

F WITH THE OLD LOVE, AND OS WITH THE NEW." 

" Holy Si.' Francis ! what a change is here I 
Is Rosalind, whom thou didsi love so dear, 

n forsaken 7 Young men's love, ihen, lies 



Noi truly in their hearts, but Id iheir ej-ei 



Juliet. 



THE following night passed without disturbance, 
either earthly or ghostly, at Campbell's Lodge. 
Early in the morning, Captain Campbell went 
over to the mainland on business. And Sibyl, accompa- 
nied by Drummond, went down to the cottage, to visit 
Mrs. Tom, There was an inward feeling of pleasure at 
Sibyl's heart, when she learned Christie was away to the 
mainland on a visit. Not that she doubted Willard ; but 
she remembered Christie as a very pretty child, grown by 
this time, doubtless, into a lovely girl, and it mtgit not be 
altogether safe, to throw the gay man of the world into 
dangerous society— 

Toward noon, as they were sauntering along the sun- 
shiny beach, she hanging on his arm, while he softly whis- 
pered the words "ladies love to hear," they espied a boat 
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hanging crag, with one round, white arm resting lightly 
on the riicUs, singing to herself as s lie gazed on the 
sparkling waters. Her hair, of the palest golden hue, 
ruse and fell in the breeze, <ind flashed in the sunlight 
tiiai rented like a glory on her bright young bead. Her 
complexion was dazzliagly fair, with rose-tinted cheeks 
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ting Sibyl, forgetting lionor, forgetting all but this lovely 
island-maiden, sought his coucb with but ooe name on 
his heart and lips — 

"Cbristie, Christie !" ; 
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** Immediately after breakfast. It is an affair that can- 
not be postponed. In fact, I will not have time even to 
go and see Sibyl ; but, as you will probably be there dur- 
ing the day, you can tell her. Perhaps you will come 
over to the mainland with me ?" 

" No, I think not," said Willard, with affected careless- 
ness. " I may go during the course of the day." 

" But how ? I will take the boat." 

" Oh, with Carl Henly. He has one, I believe." 

"Well, suit yourself. And now I'm off. Take care 
of yourself, my boy ; and au revoir /" 

" Good-by I" said Willard, accompanying him to Ihe 
door. ^\ Aunt Moll and I will keep bachelor's hall till 
you come back." 

Captain Guy laughed, and hurried down to the 
beach. And when he was gone, Willard arranged his 
slightly disordered dress and disheveled locks, and saun- 
tering out, almost mechanically took the road to the cot- 
tage. 

It came in sight at last — this little, quaint^ old house, 
that held all of heaven to him now. 

" Shall I enter — shall I thrust myself into temptation ?'» 
was his thought. ** If I look again on this fairy sylph I 
am lost !" 

He thought of Sibyl, and her dark, bright, menacing 
eyes arose before him, as if to warn him back. 

** For your honor's sake — for your life's sake — ^for your 
soul's sake — go not their !" said the threatening voice of 
conscience. 

" And have I not a right to love whom I please ? Why 
should I offer violence to myself in leaving this bright 
enchantress, for that dark, wild Amazon ? Go, go, and be 
happy," said passion. 
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things, too numerous to mention, besides. Carl, if I go 
out there I'll put an end to your iazin', you idle, good- 
for-nothin' vagabone, you !*' she added, breaking off in 
sudden wrath, as she espied Carl, leaning on the spade 
with which he should have been digging in the garden. 

** You should make Carl do these things, Mrs. Tom," 
^ said Willard, still impatiently watching the door and won- 
dering why Christie did not come. 

"Carl ?" said Mrs. Tom, with a short laugh. "Lor'-a- 
massy ! he ain*t worth his salt ; that there's the laziest, 
^ most worthlessest young scape-goat ever any living 'oman 
was plagued with. I hain't a minute's peace with him 
night nor day ; and if scolding was a mite of good, the 
Lord knows he might have been a saint by this time^ for 
he gets enough of it." 

Willard laughed. And in such conversation the morn- 
ing slipped away — very rapidly to Mrs. Tom, but each 
moment an age to our impatient lover. For Christiewas 
absent still ; and a strange, reluctance, for which he 
could not account, still prevented Willard from asking for 
her. It was an inward sense of guilt that troubled him ; 
for, feeling toward her as he did, he felt he had no right 
even to mention her name. 

At last, in despair, he arose to go. Mrs. Tom relieved 
his mind by saying : 

*^ Christie will be disappointed at not seeing you," said 
the old lady, following him out. " She went out berrying 
to the woods this morning, and hain't got home yet.*' 

Willard started at the information ; and, inwardly 
cursing the folly that had detained him so many hours 
talking to a foolish old woman, he darted off, with a 
rapidity that quite amazed Mrs. Tom, in the direction of 
the pine woods. 



He advanced toward her. His shadow, falling OD the 
grass at her feet, was the first token she had of his com- 
tilg. With a quick, startled cry, $be sprang to her feet 
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in terror ; but when she saw who it was that stood before 
ber, she stopped short, while the color flushed gloriously 
to her rounded cheeks. Her first impression was: He 
has read my thoughts in my face, and knows I was think- 
ing of him. 

" Have I disturbed you, bright Christie ?" he asked, 
coming nearer. 

"Oh, no!" she answered, blushingly. **I was only 
waiting to rest a little while before going home." 

"And dreaming, I perceive," said Willard. "May I 
ask, of what — of whom ?" 

" I wasn't dreaming," said Christie, innocently. " I 
was wide awake all the time." 

"Day-dreaming, I mean," said Drummond, with a 
smile. " Do you know, fairest Christie, I have been at 
your cottage all the morning, waiting to see you ?" 

" To see me ?" said Christie, with another quick, glad 
blush. 

" And not finding you there, I have come in search of 
you," he continued. 

" And found me," she said, laughing. " If I had 
known you were coming I should have staid at home." 

" Perhaps it is better as it is, bright one ; for I have 
found you alone. It is very pleasant to have found so 
fair companion on this lonely isle." 

" Yes, it is a lonely place," said Christie, musingly f 
"and yet I like it better than Westbrook, or any other 
place I have ever been in. Only I would like always to 
have a friend with me to talk to ; and that, you know, I 
cannot have here. Aunt Tom is always too busy to go 
out ; and Carl don't care about the trouble of talking, 
much less walking, so I always have to go alone." 

** And if he would go, I fancy Master Carl is hardly 



than the queen ?" said WiUard, in a low voice, and in a 
tone that brought the hot blood flushing to Chrisiie's 
face. 

" I should say you were laughing at me, as of course 
you would be. Certainly no one would ever think of mc 
while Miss Sibyl was near. Ob ! how I wish she would 
always stay here, and then I would have a companion." 

" Ah, bright one ! if I were in her place, what would I 
not surrender for such a. privilege '." 

"Would you?" said Christie, looking at him in un- 
feigned surprise ; " then why not stay ? I am sure I 
should be glad to have you here always." 

Her innocent words, her enticing beauty, her child- 
like candor, were a strong temptation. For one moment 
he was about to fall before her, to clasp her in his arms, 
PI to hold her there forever, while he breathed forth his mad, 
passionate love, and told her nothing on earth should ever 
part them now. But again rose before him the dark, 
warning face of Sibyl to allay the fever in bis blood. It 
seemed to him he could see her black, fierce eyes gleam- 
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\ag on them through the trees— he could almost hew her 
voice shouting " Traitor !" 

All unconscious of the struf^le raging in his breast, 
Christie stood leaning against a tree, her curved crimson 
lips half parted — her blue eyes fixed on a cloud drifting 
slowly over the sky, little dreaming of the far darker 
clouds gathering rapidly, now, over the horizon of her 
life. 

And still in Willard's heart went on the straggle. He 
dared not look at her as she stood before him — bright, 
radiant, bewildering — lest the last lingering remains of 
fidelity and honor should be swept aw^ by the fierce 
impetuosity of passion in his unstable heart. 

But his good angel was in the ascendant still, for at 
that moment the voice of Carl was heard calling loudly ; 

"Christie! Christie!" 

" Here, Carl ! Here I am," she answered ; and in att- 
other instant honest Carl stood before them. 

" Aunt Tom sent me looking for you," said the young 
gentleman, rather sulkily; "and I've been tramping through 
the woods this half-hour, while you were taking it ^asy 
here," said Carl, wiping the perspiration from his brow. 

"It was all my fault, my good Carl," said Willard, as 
Christie hastily snatched up her hat and basket and fled, 
having a just terror of Mrs. Tom's sharp tongue. " Make 
my excuses to your good aunt, and here is something for 
yourself." 

Carl's dull face brightened wonderfully as Willard 
drew a gold piece from his pocket and pressed it into his 
hand, and then turned his steps slowly in the direction of 
Campbell Castle, thinking all earthly happiness lay cen- 
tered in the opposite direction. 

Mrs. Tom's reproaches fell unheeded, for the first time, 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE TRIUMPH OF PASSION, 

" All Other passions have their hour of thinking. 
And hoar ihe voice oC teason. This alone 
Sneepa the soul in tempests.' 

"T "¥ Tell," aald Aunt Moll, to her son and heir, 
Y Y Lem, as he entered the long, hif;h kitchen of 
Campbell's Lod^e, " I would like ter know 
what dat ar Master Druinmin's up ter ? I doesn't undcr- 
stan' dese yer new-fangled young men 'tall. Fust he 
comes a coiiriin' of our Miss Sibyl, and jes' as soon as her 
back's turned he goes rite off an' lakes up wid dat ar 
Miss Chrissy." 

"'Tain't no business yottr'n, ole woman," said Lem, 
gruffly. I 'spec's as how Marse Drummin' knows what 
he^s about." 

".Vfls, honey ; but 'pears to me I ought to tell Miss 
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Sibyl 'bout it. Ef he is her beau, he oughtn't to be takin', 
up wid dat ar Miss Chrissy." 

"Belter let Miss Sibyl look arter her own beau," 
replied her dutiful son. " How does ye know he's a 
courtin' Miss Chrissy ?" 

" 'Cause I seed dem, chile — ^yes I did — las' night, down 
on de shore. De moon was shinin' jes' as bright as a new 
pin, an' I took dat ar litter o' kittens down to de shore to 
drown 'em, when I seed Marse Drummin' a walkin' along 
wid Miss Chrissy, and he had his head stooped down jes' 
so," — and Aunt Moll ducked her woolly head to illustrate 
it — "an' was whisperin' soft stuff, jes* as folks do when 
dey're in love." 

" Well, what den ?" asked Lem, growing interested. 

" Well dey come up an' seed me, in course, an'. Lor*, 
Lor' ! I jes' wish you seed de look Marse Drummin' give 
me. 'Peared as ef he'd a liked to knocked my ole head 
off. But I warn't afeared, 'deed I warn't, chile ; so I jes' 
stood still an' drapped a courtesy, an' Miss Chrissy, she 
got red rite up to de roots ob her hair. * Good-evenin*, 
marse and young miss, sez I ; 'don't be skeered ; I only 
wants to drown dese little kittens,' sez I, for I thought as 
I might be perlite jest as well as not. 

" * Oh, how does yer do, Aunt Moll ?' sez Miss Chrissy, 
a laughin' an' blushin' ; *how is Lem and yer rheumatiz, 
dese times ?' 

" * T'ank you, honey,' sez I, *dey's pretty well, bof ob 
dem.' 

"An' den Marse Drummin' he pulled her arm right 
troo his'n, and marched her off wid him ; an' den I pitched 
de kittens right in de water an' come home." 

" Well, dat ar warn't much," said the skeptical Lem. 
" Dey might be walkin' on de beach, but that ain't by no 



dictory Lem. " I 've hcarn dat ar Carl talk to hisself when 
Miss Tom sent him out to work ; an' he ain't in love wid 
no one," 

" But listen, honey, and don't you be puttin' me out 
so, 'cause 'tain't 'spectful — 'deed it ain't," said Aunt Moll, 
getting slightly indignant. "As I was sayin,' I clapt my 
ear to de door, an' I heered him sayin' jes' as plain as 
nothin' 'ta)l ; 

" ' Oh, dischanting, onwildering Chrissy ! ef I had neb- 
ber met you, I might yet be happy !' Dar, what he say 
dat for ef he warn't in lub ?" 

This last was a settler. Lem felt that his mother had 
the best of the argument, and unwilling to seem defeated, 
he went out, leaving the old lady to enjoy her triumph. 

Three days had passed since the departure of Sibyl, 
and certainly Willard's conduct seemed to justify Aunt 
Moll's suspicions. Unable to break the thrall which 
bound him, wishing, yet unable to fly from the spell of 
the enchantress, he lingered still by her side. There 
were shame, dishonor, sin, in remaining, but oh! there 
were death, misery, and desolation in going. All world- 
ly considerations, her unknown birth, her obscure con-' 
nections, her lowly rank, were swept away like walls of 
cobweb oefore the fierce torrent of passion that over* 
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whelmed, conquered every other feeling in its impt 
tide. 

And she loved him, this angel of beauty, this 
princess of the isle ; be could see it in tbe quick flu 
joy at his approach, tbe quick, burning glances 
from her beautiful eyes, more quickly averted whei 
met his — her low, impassioned tones, her bright, bea 
blushes. There was joy, there-was rapture in ibe tho 
and yet, unless he forgot honor, vows, all that s 
have been sacred, what did this love avail f 

And so, like a tempest-tossed bark on a tempest-i 
sea, he strove with passion and honor, love and rer 
right and wrong. 

Once only, fearing lest her suspicions might bear 
by his absence, he had visited Sibyl, whose rapt 
greeting and con&ding love made him feel far more 
villain than ever. He looked forward with dread i 
period of her return, fearing for the discovery i 
falsity ; but, more ttian all, fearing for the effects c 
fierce wrath on Christie, knowing well what must I 
Strength of Sibyl's passion when unchained. 

And so, when Mrs. Brantwetl proposed that 
should remain with her another week, instead of r 
ing to the dreary isle, instead of feeling irritated n< 
backed the proposal, saying that perhaps it would 1 
t^r for ^er to do so, more especially during her br( 
absence. 

And Sibyl, in heir deep joye and woman's trus 
pecting npthingjfearing nothi;^g,conse!9t0d( to the i 
joy and sincere relief of her false lover. 

Resolving to visit her frequently, and so taMai 
suspicions that his absence might give rtse Uf, IS 
Drummoad returned to t(ie island and tOT^ChrisUe, 
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ions to the artless, island maiden, changing her, as if by 
magic, from a child to a woman. She revered him as the 
embodiment of all that was brave, generous, and noble ; 
worshipped him as a god, and loved him with all the 
affection of her fresh, young heart, with all the ardor of 
a first, deep love. 

As yet, she knew not whether that love was returned ; 
for, unfaithful as he was in thought to Sibyl, passion had 
not yet so totally conquered his reason as to make him 
sin in words. He had never said, " Christie, I love you ;" 
but, ah, how often had his eyes said this, and much more ; 
and how long would this slight barrier stand before the 
fiery impetuosity of unstable youth ? 

And so that day passed, and the next, and the next, and 
the next, and with every passing hour the temptation 
grew stronger and harder to be resisted. Matters must 
come to a crisis now, or never. Sibyl, in a day or two, 
would be home, and this wild frenzy of his could be hid- 
den no longer. If she should come, as matters stood 
now, all would be lost. 

And thus, torn between conflicting emotions, Willard 
sought Christie, on the day before Sibyl was expected 
home, with the determination of bringing this struggle to 
an end, then and there. 

It was a glorious August afternoon. The island wore 
its bright dress of green, and nestled in the blue shining 
river like an emerald set in sapphire. The birds in the 
deep pine forest were filling the air with their melody, 
and the odor of the wild roses came floating softly on the 
summer breeze. 

But Willard Drummond was in no mood to admire 
the beauties of Nature. The morning had been spent in 
pacing up and down his room, hesitating, resolving. 
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van goddess of a sylvati seen- 
nymph, just risen from her groi 

Radiant and bewildering wa 
which she welcomed him — a sn 
have been found too strong eve 
pies than his. 

He seated himself beside h< 
abstraction, all unusual with hi 
from under his eyelashes, as sb 
over her work. 

For a time, Christie diattedj 
place matters ; but, at last, cat 
she, too, grew silent and thi 
over her work, wondering if : 
involuntarily sighed. 

He heard it, and said : 

"And wherefore that sigh 
happy ?" 

" No not unhappy ; but trou 

" And why should you be tr 
can there be to grieve one so fa 

" I — I — feared I had oSen 
timidly. " You appear out of i 

" You offend me, gentle one 
any one in your life ? No, no 

" Then you ate unhappy," si 

" Yes, I am miserable — wre 
eatly. " I wish to Heaven I ha 

"Oh, Mr. Drummond ! wUai 
laying her hand on his, and lo 
face. 

Her touch, her tone, her 
remaining trace of fidelity. 
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"Oh, Mr. Drummond, your love is all the reward I 
ask !" she said, in the deep, earn 
" Not Mr. Drummond now, 
Willard to you, dow and foreve 
that name in music from your 
higher boon in store for me." 

" But oh ! can you love me 
nameless, uncultured girl, whi 
guished, and highly connected, 
not, some day, repent this chol 
the highest and fairest in the Ian 
" Repent 1 never — never 1 Pi 
admit of any love but thine ; pai 
encircle any form but this ; acci 
ever perjure the words I have s 
be my soul, when it is false to I 
sionate vehemence. 

"Oh, Willard ! dearest, hush 
Heaven forbid. I should die, W 
false to me." 

" Speak not of death ; it is n< 

beautiful Christie. And now, o 

to make me the happiest of men 

She lifted her radiant face 

inquiry. 

" Christie, one little word i\ 
rises on a new day, my joy wil 
earthly happiness will be filled 1 
Still the same earnest, anxic 
" Dearest love, you will not 
small matter to you, and w 
blessed." . 

" And that ?" she inquired, y 



;his secFSt marriage, it seems wrong — ^nful. 
rii, my soul revolts from it I If I could only tell 

!" cried Christie, imploringly. 
1 the proper time comes, dearest love, she shall 
I the world shall behold my beautiful bride. 

then, you must have confidence in me, and ' 

>h ! I have such a presentiment of what may 
illard— suob a cloud seems 4o enshroud this 
riage, that my very soul shrinks from it in fear." 
tie," he said, drawing back, and spiting in a 
:Dded tone, "you do not love me !" 
sed her bright, beautiful eyes, ^o full of love 
on, but did not si>eak. No words could have 
t tale of perfect, intense love, as did that quick, 
;]ance. 

lo not love me," he went on, in the same deeply 
"you have no confidence in me, nu trust, no 
ave given you my reasons, good and valid to 
se, but of no avail .with you. If you cared for 
Quld be content to wait, with perfect trust in 
>ut 1 see you will not trust me. Be it so ; there 
>thing for me but to leave you forever." 
'illard !" was all she could say, as her voice was 

jght 1 had found an artless, loving, trusting 
ent on, with increased bitterness ; "but I iiave 
who will not yield in the slightest iota, lest she 
ipromise herself in the eyes of the world, who 
it will say of her more than she loves me ! 
Dhristie ! we nave met for the last time. Since 
tr your aunt more than for me, 1 leave you tf 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE VISION OK THE ISLE. 

" But soft : behold ! It% where il comes again ! 

Ill cross h (hough it blast me. Slay, illusiont 

If ihou hasi any sound, or use a voice, 

Sp«ak lo me I" 

FICKLE fortune, that often favors the wrong and 
erring, certainly smiled on the lovers that day. For 
scarcely had Christie entered the house, when Mrs, Tom 
came bustling out, in deep distress, saying, in heart- 
rending tones : 

" What is to be done ? This five-and-forty year, rain op 
shine, I've liad a cup o' tea for brealtfast ; and, now, there 
ain't a grain in the house. I jest know, as well as if 
somebody told me, that I won't be fit for nothin' to-morrow, 
when I ain't got a cup o' tea for my breakfast ; and there's 
no use tryin' to make that there good-for-nolhin' Carl, go 
for any to-night. It allers was my luck to have the most 
dreadfulest bad luck ; but I never thought things would 
come lo sich a pass as this. Scat ! you hussy !" And 
Mrs. Tom gave the cat a kick, which was her usual way 
of winding up an address. 

'■ Aunt Tom," said Christie, " let me go." 

" You ! Are you craey .' How are you goin' to go ?" 

" Mr. Drummond is going over to Westport this 

evening, and he wanted me to go with him," said Christie, 

turning away to hide a rising blush. " I can easily get it 

there." 



pu tting oa her hat and shawl, in a trembling, agitated 
^M^ that at any other time Mrs. Tom must have noticed. 

She hurried out, and on her way met Wiltard coming 
up to the house. 

"Well, has Mrs, Tom given you permission?" he 
asked, in pleased surprise. 

Christie related her errand. 

"The gods favor us !" hecried, gayly. "See, Christie ! 
the sun is approaching the west, and before it dies out of 
the sky, you will be what Heaven has destined you for — 
my wife !" 

" And to be that for one hour, is bliss enough to repay 
for a whole life of misery," she said, with heartfelt 
earnestness. 

" With my own Christie ! Will I ever be able to repay 
you for this grace, this greatest earthly blessing that 
Heaven could bestow upon me?" he said, fervently. 

"The knowledge of your love more thao repays me; 
for I have made no sacrifice," she said, in a low tone. 

They had now reached the boat. He handed her in, 
pushed off the boat, took the oars, and rowed away. 

But other eyes they dreamed not of were upnTi them. 
From one of the windows of the high chambero of Camp- 
bell's Lodge, Aunt Moll and her son, Lem were taking 
observations. ' 
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" Dar dey go ! — off a sailln'. What will Miss Sibyl 
say to dat ?" observed the indigoant Aunt Moll. 

"Goio' out sailin" doesn't signify aothin'. De young 
gemblum wants somebody to talk to as he rows." 

"'Tain't right," said Aunt Moll, with &n oracular 
shake of the head ; " dar's sumfin wrong, somewhere. 
Don't b'lieve Miss Sibyl would 'prove of it, nohow ; dese 
yer young men ain't to be trusted nowadays." 

" It's nat'ral Marse Drummin would get tired o' one 
gal — mos' young men do — and take up wid anoder, for a 
change. I'd do it myself," concluded Lem, in a pompous 
tone. 

" You would ?" said his mother, in high dudgeon ; " as 
if any gal 'd look at you, you brack fool. Marse Drum- 
min will get hissclf inter a hornet's nest, if he trifles wid 
de 'fcctions ob Miss Sibyl. I's come to de disclusion to 
conform Miss Sibyl ob his goings on, soon as ebbcr she 
arrives. Dar !" 

And having thus settled the matter to lier own entire 
satisfaction. Aunt Moll descended to the kitchen, and 
soon forgot all sublunary things in the celestial bliss of 
smoking a short, dirty pipe, as black and stumpy as her- 
self. 

Meantime the erring young pair were swiftly skim- 
ming over the bright waters in the direction of Westport, 
The labor of rowing precluded the possibility of conver- 
sation, and both were silent and thoughtful. Urged cm 
by his intense desire of completing what he had so suc- 
cessfully begun — urged on, perhaps, by Fate — the boat 
seemed fairly to fly over the sparkling, sun-bright waves. 

Ere the last ray of sunlight had faded from the sky 
the boat touched the opposite shore ; and drawing Chris- 
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"Should be happy to info 
him, "only 1 don't happen t 
about." 

Captain Campbell turned 
ably dressed young man, wh 
beside him. 

Ah, Stafford ! how are yi 
hand ; "happy to see you. 
you here ? — the very last pers 
this quarter of the globe." 

"Well," said Sufford, U 
came down here, nominally 
for the governor ; but the f 
Star had arrived, and I want 
majesty, the Queen of the 
Sibyl ?" 

" Very well, and at presei 
Brantwell's. But look at thi 
Westport Herald. What the 

Stafford took the paper i 
the lines. 

" Faith, I don't know. Si 
perhaps." 

" Pooh 1 what a notion ! 
to leave a legacy to me ? Tl 
as Job's turkey." 

" Well, there's your mo 
Old Richard Eyre, the New ' 
worth more hundred thousac 
take to count He might 
money." 

" And leave his own fami 
said Captain CampbelL 
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" Christie ! oh, pooh ! it co 
Captain Campbell, with an ue 

" Of course, it couldn't hav 
knight as that, but it was most 
' what she was wheu I saw 
though I dare say she has gre: 

" Well, what was there so 
fellow and a pretty girl landii 
the nonchalant Will Stafford ! 

" Listen — ^I haven't got to t 
yet. They walked up the bea 
see the girl was terrified and 
soothe and quiet her. My c 
'poQ my soul, Campbell, I 
creature; and with a sort of i 
k mischief, I followed them. It 
Slurried on so fast they did no 
th&^n into one of the most o 
and saw them enter a little, sei 
house." 

" Well V said his auditor. 

"Well, sir, the fellow left I 
crept softly in, and in the ob 
determined to see the end. I 
she trembled with inward en 
in her seat, with her face hiddi 
remorse, sorrow, or some ot 
down her heart." 

" Wonder the gay Will Sta 
offer her consolation," said tht 

" By Jove ! I felt like doin^ 
all sincerity ; " but I wanted 
knew now all could not be < 



iM oys Oh 

* No ; there's som' 
a rank superior to t 
their dress and air, ar 
to get at the bottom < 

" Then why not 5< 
and find out from hii 

" Well, for sundry 
and wouldn't know h 
it looks liks a rase; 
them and playing th 
tell any one of it, but 

"Well, then, neve 
more," said Captain < 
what I had better do '. 

" Why, go and see 
once, that's all; I'll 
walk from here." 

" But if it should J 
Campbell, as he sallii 

" Then thrash C. 
inch of his life," said 
balm for a wounded i 

Captain Campbet 
turned on various ma 

In a short lime ti 
— a dingy-looking, o 
door, in exceedingly i 

Mr. Ringdon, a si 
alone in his ofHce, wh 
spectacles, and survej 

"You, I presume, 
this advertisement ?" 
him the paper, and pc 



would cast at his feet, with her passionate devotion, as 
she had already cast heart, and life, and being, and soul. 

"What are you thinking of Sibyl?" said Captain 
Campbell, after watching her a few moments, with a 
smile. "Your cheeks and eyes are blazing, your whole 
face illuminated, as it were, with an inward light of joy 
and triumph. Surely you do not care as much as this for 
wealth ?" 

"Pooh ! I know what it's all about," broke in Mrs, 
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Brant well, 
"She's thini 
have a ricbc 
Misiress Sit 

Sibyl sia 
finding her 
pale as he h 
came home 
bell's rare b 

" By the 
tain Campbi 

" Day be 
visit us verj 
should. 01 
flashing eye 
maa, thank 
bright, angi 
have some f 
in his place 
you might 
Brantweil v 
and I never 
Brantweil, i 

" I don't 
gayly. "II 
knees to yoi 
an immense 
what I migt 

" Don't t 
humored la 
such a grac* 
tion ; thoug 
taste, I sboi 



and perliaps died of a broken heart, but Sibyl would rise 
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exceedingly, and 
perfection if he o 

And Christie, 
dreaming " Love' 
terrible one day v 

Since their bri 
never beeQ seen 
had been only aa 
Drummond had: 
Christie's faintin 
that quite satisGe 
suspicions she mi 

One evening, 
ment wicli Christ 
sitting perched u| 
his eyes with his . 

" Well, my b 
that direction — w 

" No, master,' 

"Well, and w 
sail is not such ai 

" Bii* Marc's a 
'special ciiarge ol 
Davy Jones' iocli 

"A storm, yi 
•'There is not a i 

" Jes' look ob 
'bout de size o' y 

" Well?" said 

"Pretty soon 
hab a taring squ! 
and you needn't 
sees de ruins o' d 
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wiping the tears from 
sleeve, and then with th 

Wiliard cast one loo 
floor, her face hidden in 
followed b}r the unwill 
wind and rain that met t 
back ; but, bending to t 
on ; and it required all 
the door after them. 

The storm seemed 
howled, raged and shri 
terrific force over the roc 
peal, shaking the very i: 
alone lit up for an insti 
pitchy darkness ; and th 
the neighboring forest, 
the roots, all mingled to 

But, above all, the 
more over the sea. 

The two, plunging si 
tened on as if winged 
after tumbling, slipping 
again, ihey reached the i 

A light was burning 
there — wet, dripping, n 
Aunt Moll was on her 
rocking back and forwai 
of terror and apprehen 
and down, groaning an 
mother. 

" Oh, good Lor' ! I's been a drefful sinner, I is ; •" 
you'll only spare me jcs' a little while longer, I te 
do better. Oh, do spare me 1 I ain't ready to go 'def 



prayers, ; 
with th« 
hear iher 

With 
hands. 
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the ship ! 
and I ren 
friends d 
saved me 

" Not 
my part < 
But how 
so near!" 

" Laui 
said, qui 
name sin<_ _, 

" And you have married Edgar Courtney ! Oh, Laura, 
Laura?" he said, reproachfully. 

Her eyes Sashed as she faced suddenly round, and 
said, sharply : 

" Ves, I have married him ; and, Mr. Drummand, 
don't you dare to speak of him in that tone again. I will 
not endure it. No, not if you hid saved my life a dozen 
limes." 

The angry blood flushed to her pale cheek, and she 
Jerked her hand angrily away from his grasp. 

Willard bit his Up till it bled, to keep down his rising 
anger ; while Christie and Mrs. Tom still sat staring in 
increa^Qg amazement. 



present oisguciii:, tnougn unexpeciea ousiness, lor a iime, 
called him away. Anything for a. change, you know," he 
added, laughing, "and this island is not 4"'/' devoid of 
attraaion," 

"By no means," said Mrs. CourUiey, glancing de- 



above the pine trees when he reached home ; and, uq 
entering the house, the first object he beheld was his 
young mistress, in close conversation with his mother. 

"Lor' salces. Miss Sibyl ! you here !" was Lem's first 
ejaculation. 

" Yes, Lcm ; and glad to be home again," she ansivered, 
gayly- " Aunt Moll tells me you have just been taking 
Mr. Drummond over to Westport." 

" So I hev ; but I'm to go for him early to-morrow- 
mornin.' 'Spect, ef he'd know you was a comin,' he'd 
staid here." 

"Humph !" said Aunt Moll, dubiously. 



what you arc hinting at. Wliat has Mr. Drumtnond 
done?" asked Sibyl, growing very pate. 

"Well, chile, 'stead o' stayin' here, and thinking ob 
you, as he'd orler, he's been prowlin', all hours o' de 
night, round de island, wid dat 'ar Miss Chrissy — making 
lub to her, I'll be bound." 

"Whatt" cried Sibyl, in a tone that made the old 
woman leap to her feet, as she sprang forward, and caught 
her by the arm. "Dare you insinuate such a thing? I 
tell you he could not, and hewouldnot — he dare not prove 
false to me !" 

" Miss Sibyl, honey ! for de Lord's sake, don't look at 
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with those wild, fierce eyes. With one glance she toolc 
in all her rival's extraordinary beauty, far surpassing even 
what she feared ; and the sight, to her passionate heart, 
was like oil poured up9n flame. 

'* So," she hissed, at length, through her closed teeth, 
"pretty Miss Christie has found a lover during my 
absence. Girl, take care ! You have begun a dangerous 
gamo, but the end has not come !" 

Her words broke the spell of terror that held Christie 
dumb. And now, noticing her disordered attire, and wild, 
disheveled hair, she said, in surprise and entreaty : 

" Miss Sibyl, what has happened ? What have I done ? 
I did not know you were on the island." 

" No ; I am aware of that," said Sibyl, with a hard, bit- 
ter laugh. ** Oh, it is a wondrous pity I should have come 
so soon to spoil the sport ! You and your dainty lover 
thought yourselves secure — thought Sibyl Campbell far 
away. But again I say to you, beware ! for 'twere better 
for you to tamper with a lioness robbed of her young 
than with the passions of this beating, throbbing heart !" 

She looked like some priestess of doom denouncing 
all mankind as she stood there, with her long, black, 
streaming hair, her wild, burning, passionate eyes, her 
face white, rigid, and ghastly, save where the two purple 
spots still blazed in and out on either cheek. 

" Oh, Miss Sibyl — dear Miss Sibyl ! what have I done ? 
Oh, I never, never meant to offend you, or stand in your 
path ; as Heaven hears me, I did not ! Tell me, only telL 
[" me in what I have offended, and I will never do it again," 

said Christie, clasping her hands in increasing terror j^nd 
childlike simplicity. 

" What have you done ? Have you really the effrontery 
to stand there and ask me such a question ?" 
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quaint, tender manner, she strove to soothe her grief. 
But still the young girl wept and sobbed with wild vehe- 
mence, until nature was relieved ; and she looked up, 
calmer and far less despairing than before. • 

" Aunt Moll," she said, suddenly, " what time does Lem 
go over to West port to-morrow ?" 

" Before noon, honey." 

" Then tell him to be ready to take me to N before 

he goes for him! And now. Aunt Moll, I will follow 
your advice, and retire.*' 

** But won't you take the catnip tea, chile ?" persisted 
the old woman, who had some vague idea of the all- 
powerful virtues of the herb. 

" No, no, thank you, I do not need it." 

But It'll do you good, chile ; you'll feel more comfort- 
able for it." 

** Comfort ! comfort ! Can anything ever restore com- 
fort here ?" And she struck her breast with her hand. 

" Yes, honey, de catnip tea." 

" Good-night, Aunt Moll." And Sibyl flitted, like a 
shadow, up the long staircase, and disappeared in the 
gloom beyond. 
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comes. At present it is impossible — utterly impossible, 

I tell you. You must have faith in me, and wait, Chris- 
tie." 

Faith ! Was he worthy of it ? The thought arose in 
the mind of Christie, to be instantly banished, as she 
heroically kept back her rising tears and strove to say, in 
a calm voice : 

• " Wait I But for how long? Willard, this secrecy is 
dreadful ! this deception weighs on my heart like lead !" 

" I do not know ; I cannot tell. How often have I 
said, when ihe proper time comes, when I may safely avow 
it, all shall be revealed. Christie, you are selfish — ^you 
have no consideration for any one but yourself. If I 
loved you better than Miss Campbell, you should be the 
last one to reproach me with it. Take care that many 
such scenes as this do not banish that love altogether." 

His deeply offended tone sent the coldness of death to 
the very heart of Christie. She had not meant to anger 
him ; and now he was deeply displeased. He had never 
looked nor spoken to her so before. And, totally over- 
come, she covered her face with her hands and wept 
aloud. 

He was not proof against her tears. All the old ten- 
derness returned at the sight, and, going over, h^ removed 
her hands, saying, gently : 

" My dearest love, forgive me, I was vexed, surprised, 
grieved, and in the wrong. Look up, little wife. Lift 
those blue eyes and say you forgive me !" 

Before she could reply a footstep was heard approach- 
ing, and she had only time to bestow on him one look of 
love and pardon, and dart away, ere Captain Campbell 
came in view. 
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losing all the little sense you ever had, Mr. Courtney ?" 
said his wife, now really indignant. 

" Are you really smitten with — do you love this man ?'* 
he asked, in a hoarse, fierce whisper, keeping his gleam* 
ing, black eyes still fixed on her face. 

For a moment a flash of intense anger shot from the 
eyes of Mrs. Courtney ; then, as if the absurdity of the 
question overcame every other feeling, she threw herself 
back in her chair, and broke out in a hearty peal of 
laughter. 

The action might have dispelled his absurd doubts ; 
but, as nothing can convince jealous souls, he even looked 
upon this, as another proof of her guilt, and, raising him- 
self up in his bed, he grasped her arm, while again he 
hissed : 

" Do you love him ?" 

"Mr. Courtney, don't bother me!" said his polite 
spouse, indignantly shaking off his hand; and don't 
make a greater simpleton of yourself than nature made 
you. Love him indeed ! I've had enough of love for 
one while, I can tell you, I found it dose enough the 
last time I was fool enough to try it, and now that I've 
got nicely over it, nobody'll catch me at it again," 

This was a most unfortunate speech, for Courtney's 
• fear, day and night, was, lest his wife should cease to love 
him. He closed his teeth with a snap, and fell back on 
his pillow with a sepulchral moan. 

There was a pause, during which Mrs, Courtney lei- 
surely combed out her curls, and Mr. Courtney lay with 
knit brows, and deep, labored breathing. At length, he 
turned over, and said huskily : 

"Laura!" 
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No one could took in Ins pale, haggard face and doubt 
the truth of his words. But Mrs. Courtney lost all 
patience. 

" What, in the name of all the saints, have I done?" 
she burst out, angrily. " My own husband sits up like a 
living automaton in a dark comer, and pays me no more 
attention than if there wasn't such a pretty Utile person 
as Mrs. Courtney in existence ; and because another gen- 
tleman, who has better taste, and doesn't wish to see me 
pining to death in solitude, pays me a few trifling atten- 
tions here, you come making as much fuss as if I were 
going to elope with him to-morrow. I declare-I wUl too, 
if you don't let me alone." 

" You will I" 

And the hollow eyes glared like those of a maniac. 
Even the taunting little wife quailed before it. 

"Ugh! 'Angels and ministers of grace defend us!' 
what a look that was. Really, Mr. Courtney, you are a 
ghoul, a vampire — a Vandal, a Goth \ You'll scare the 
life out of me some day, if you don't lake care. I wish to 
mercy you could be a little more reasonable, and not 
make such a goose of yourself !" said Mrs. Courtney, 
edging away from him. 

" Take care, madam ; it is not safe to trifle with me 1" 

"Well, who in the name of mercy, « trifling with you? 
Not T, I'm sure. And now, Mr. Courtney, here comes 
Captain Campbell ; and do, for goodness sake ! drop this 
subject, and don't make a laughing-stock of yourself and 
me, too. What under the sun would the man think if be 
heard you ?" 

"Do not fear, Mrs. Courtney ; 1 will not interrupt 
your iete-a-lele with the gallant captain," said her husband, 
rising, with a ghastly smile. " I leave you to his car^ 



1 joigot iroa to worsnip mmf was it lor ims tnai i 
would have given my soul to perdition that his might be 
sated ? Was it for this I would have devoted my lif^ 
with all its high hopes and aspirations, all that I was, alt 
that I might become, to make him happy ? Was it for 
this that I thought of him day and night, sleeping and 
waking ? Was it for a return like this that I would have 
given my very life-blood to free him from all pain ? Oh, 
this heart — this heart! Oh, my lost faith! my blasted 
hopes ! my ruined life ! Wealth, and youth, and beauty, 
were given to me, but what are they worth, when all ia 
desolation here ?" 

She struck her breast with her clenched hand, and 



"And do you tell me, really and truly, that you never 

wavered in your allegiance to me — never for a moment 

lought of any one else — never for one second gave 

nolher the place in your heart I should have occupied — 

ever was false to your vows, to your honor, to met" 

" Never, Sibyl '." 



returning to Campbell's Isle— n place I neVer want .to see 

again. Come, make baste and get ready." 

"There's DO occasion, for I'm not going to leave." 

" Not going to lea^e ? What do you tneaa, madam ?" . 

be ulbBdf still more ^luply^ 
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As Mrs. Courtney entered, he approached her, saying, 
with a smile : 

'' Well, Mrs. Courtney, are you not going to return 
with us to the island ?*' 

*^ No, I think not," said Laura. *' I have accepted our 
kind hostess' invitation, to remain with her a week." 

** Well, I have no doubt you will find it pleasanter 
than our lonesome isle, thou<^h, we poor unfortunates, 
left behind will find it doubly dreary, now, that it is 
deprived of your bright presence." 

** Flatterer — flattery ! I don't believe I'll ever be 
missed. You must remember me to good Mrs. Tom, her 
pretty niece, Christie, and that ill-treated youth, Mr. Carl 
Henley." 

" Your humble servant hears but to obey. Bgt, my 
dear Mrs. Courtney, you must not desert us, altogether. 
Will you not visit the island some day during the week ?" 

" Perliaps I may ; itideed, it's very likely 1 shall. I 
want to see Mrs. Tom, before I start for home ; so, if I 
can prevail on Miss Campbell to accompany me, your 
Island will be blessed with my 'bright presence,' once 



more." 



" A blessing, for which, we shall be duly grateful," 
said Captain Campbell, gayly ; ''so, just name the day 
that I shall have the happiness of coming for you, and I 
shall safely convey you, *over the sea in my fairy bark.'" 

•' Why, Captain Campbell, how distressingly poetical 
you are getting !" said Laura, laughing. " Well, let's 
see. This is Tuesday, isn't it? Then, I think I will go 
on Thursday — day after to-morrow." 

** Very well, on that day, I shall have the happiness of 
coming for you. Until then, adieu." 



^^T^i^lH 



178 A LULL BEFORE 

have a jealous husband I I wonder where Edgar is ? 
Perhaps he has gone to Westport, and left me here !" 

" Prithee, why so sad ?" said the jovial voice of Mrs. 
Brantweli, breaking in at this moment on her reverie. 
'* You are looking as doleful as if some near relation had 
just been hung for sheep-stealing. Come, I can't allow 
any one in my house to wear so doleful a face. Don't 
indulge in the blues, my dear, or you need never expect 
to wax fat and portly^ as I am. Come, let me see you 
smile, now." 

" Oh, Mrs. Brantweli ! who could be sad in your sun- 
shiny presence," said Laura, smiling as brightly as even 
the good old lady could wish ; " but, really, 1 wasn't out 
of spirits — only dreadfully sleepy." And an immense 
yawn confirmed the truth of her words. 

"No wonder ; it's four o'clock, so you had better 
retire. Jenny will show you to your room." 

"Did you see — has Mr. Courtney — " began Laura, 
hesitatingly, as she rose. 

" Mr. Courtney went to bed a quarter of an hour ago, 
my dear. And here's Jenny, now, with your lamp. Good- 
night, love !" And kissing her, Mrs. Brantweli consigned 
her to the charge of a neat mulatto girl, who appeared 
with a light at the door. 

Laura followed her up stairs to the door of her apart* 
ment. And here Jenny handed her the light, dropped a 
courtesy, and disappeared. 

Mrs. Courtney opened the door and entered. It was a 
neat, pretty little room, with white curtains on the win- 
dows and white dimity hangings on the bed ; a wan-hued 
carpet on the floor, and a cozy arm-chair beside the win- 
dow. Mr. Courtney sat on the bed, still dressed in his 
evening costume^— his arm resting on the snowy pillows 



be excellent for cross people. Hoping you will have 
lecovered your usual good-temper, before we meet again, 
allow me, to wish yon good-night." 

He darted toward her, but she was gone, slamming 
'he door after her, and was down the stairs in a twink- 
in^. She knew he would not dare to follow her ; and, 
-caching the dark, deserted parlor, she threw herself on a 
tounge, and burst into a passionate flood of tears. In 
:hat moment, she fairly hated her husband. 

But, when the household assembled next morning, lit- 
vie Mrs. Courtney looked aa bright, and siDiliD|;, a&d 
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in her disposition. Meek, timid, and yielding, he knew 
if he commanded her to be silent — saying his honor, his 
happiness compelled him to act as he did — she would 
gently fold her hands across her bosom, and die, if need 
be, and *' make no sign." No, he need not fear her, but 
he feared himseif. There was a fierce struggle going on 
in his breast. Once there had been before. Then it was 
between honor and passion ; now it was between pity 
and ambition. How could he tell his loving, trusting 
child-bride that she would never see him more — that he 
had deceived her and was to marry another ? And on 
the other hand, after his interview with Sibyl the pre- 
vious night, it was absolutely impossible to pursue any 
other course. Christie might suffer — die, if she would ; 
but Sibyl Campbell — this regal, beautiful heiress, this 
transcendently lovely Queen of the Isle — must be his 
wife. His wife ! Could she be that while Christie lived } 
His brain was in a whirl as he paced up and down, still 
revolving the question : ** What next? — what next T' 

Unable to answer it, he threw himself on his bed, only 
to live over again the past few weeks in feverish dreams. 

It was near noon when he awoke ; and, with a head 
but slightly clearer than it had been the preceding nigiu, 
he set out for the parsonage. 

" There is no other course for it," ran his thoughts^, on 
the way, ** but to see Christie, and tell her all. Bat how 
to see her I Sibyl's jealousy is not dead, but sleepeib ; 
and if I visit the isle it may break out in new fury*- I 
must write a note to Christie, and send it to the island 
with some one — Lem or Carl — and appoint a meeting, 
after night, unknown to every one. Yes, that is what 
must be done. Poor Christie ! poor Chnstie ! Villain 
that I am to wrong you so I but the hand of I>ttifittj li 
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of what I only suspected before. I am afraid you will be 
very unhappy, Sibyl, if you indulge in such feelings. 
You ought to try and cultivate a more trusting spirit, my 
dear ; without perfect faith in the person we love, there 
can be no happiness* 

" I do trust ! I do trust ! I will trust I" said Sibyl, 
clenching her small hand as though she would in a like 
manner shut out all doubt from her heart. But, oh, where 
we love, the faintest symptom of distrust is madness." 

'* Where we love truly we feel no distrust, Sibyl." 

" Oh, you do not know. Do I not love truly ? Have 
I not staked life, and heart, and happiness on him, and 
yet " 

" You doubt." 

** No, no — not now. I did doubt, but that time 
has gone,'* said Sibyl, with a sort of incoherence. 

** Then, wherefore this visit to the isle, Sibyl V* said 
Mrs. Brantwell, fixing her eyes searchingiy on her face. 

Before Sibyl could reply, a sound, as if of a heavy 
fall below, reached their ears. 

** What can that be ?" said Mrs. Brantwell, starting up. 

" It sounded like some one falling," said Sibyl, listen- 
ing breathlessly. " I will go down and see." 

She flew down the long staircase, followed by Mrs. 
Brantwell ; and, on entering the room, there they found 
Mrs. Courtney lying senseless on the lloor, her face 
deluged with blood. 

" Great Heavens ! what has happened I" said Sibyl, 
turning faint and sick at the sight. 

" Oh, I know," said Mrs. Brantwell, wildly, as she 
hurried forward and raised the slender, prostrate form. 
" Oh, that demon of jealousy ! How many souls is it 
deotioed to toriure ? Sibyl, please ring the belk" 
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tor, as he took his hat and gloves. There is not the 
slightest danger, if she is not allowed to excite herself, 
and is carefully nursed, which I know she will be, with 
Mrs. Brant well. Repeat the medicine, when she wakes, 
and I will call again, to-morrow." 

And the doctor bowed himself out, while Mrs. Brant- 
well sat down beside the poor, pale sleeper, fanning her 
gently, and watching her while she slept. 

Sibyl, seeing her presence was not necessary, went 
down to the parlor, where she found Willard Drummond 
awaiting her. She started in alarm, for his countenance 
was grave and deeply troubled, 

" Why, Willard, what has happened ?" she asked, hur- 
riedly, quick to take the alarm, where he was concerned. 

"Sibyl," he said, slowly, ^*I am obliged to leave you." 

She turned deadly pale, and her large, dark eyes were 
fixed on his face, in agonized inquiry. 

"Scarce an hour ago, I received a letter from home," 
he went on, " saying, that my father was at the point of 
death, and, if 1 ever wished to see him again, 1 must 
hasten there, immediately. I have not a moment to lose. 
I start instantly ; but first, I have come to take leave of 
you." 

The news came so suddenly, that, for a moment she 
seemed stunned. 

** When do you return?" she said, in a voice faint with 
emotion. 

" Soon, I hope ; but, I cannot, as yet, tell. Farewell, 
my own, dearest love ; believe me, I will return to you 
as soon as may be." 

"And you will write i^" she said, burying her face in 
his shoulder. 

" Certainly, Sibyl — that will be my first care. Remem- 
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Sibyl's eyes kindled as they surveyed the grand but 
terrible beauty of the scene. On the east, as far as the 
eye could see, spread out the boundless, tempestuous 
ocean ; on the west stretched a long line of coast, form- 
ing a sort of semi-circle, lost on one side in the dense 
primeval forest, that as yet the woodman's axe had not 
desecrated, and on the other jutting out in a wild, rocky 
promontory. On the south was the island, which they 
were now approaching, looking a mere dark speck in the 
vast and mighty deep. 

" If we don't have a screamer of a storm to-night you 
may say I don't know nuthing 'bout the weather," said 
Carl, pausing for a moment to wipe the prespiration off 
his heated brow, and glance at the darkening face of the 
sky. " Such a one as we ain*t had since the night me 
and Mr. Drummoad and Lem saved the man and 
woman what was washed ashore from the wreck." 

" That was an awful night," said Sibyl, still keeping 
her kindling eyes fixed on the gloomy grandeur of the 
sea and sky, " but how splendid, how magnificent, how 
glorious this prospect is. Oh, I love a storm. I love the 
grand jubilee of the earth, when sea, and wind, and light- 
ning, and storm, all join in the glorious hymn of the 
tempest. Oh, the nights that I have spent on sea when 
nothing was to be seen but the black pall of the heavens 
above, rent every instant by the forked lightning, while 
the crash of the thunder, and the roar of the wind and 
waves mingled together in the sublime refrain, and our 
ship went driving on, as if mad. Oh, for those nights 
again ! when my very soul was inspired by the unspeak- 
able glory of the scene." 

Her wild eyes shone and flashed like stars, and her 
cheeks flushed with the impetuosity with which she spoke. 
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and shrinking, as another furious blast made the old 
house shake. 

** Yes, it's a terrible night. Heaven grant there may 
be no wrecks on the coast I" said Sibyl, thoughtfully. 

"An* now, honey, when de fire's made in yer room, 
yer mus' go up an' take oflf'n your wet clotties, else you'll 
catch your deli o' cole. An' I'll get yer supper, cause yer 
mus* be hungry," said Aunt Moll, approaching the fire- 
place. 

But at that instant, a vivid flash of lightning blazed 
down the wide chimney, and old Moll sprang back, with 
a yell. 

" Oh, Lor' ! who ebber did see de like o' dat ! S'pect 
it t'ought it had me dat time ; but I ain't cotched yet !" 
said the old. woman, quaking in terror. 

** Oh, don't mind, Aunt Moll ; I do not care for any- 
thing," said Sibyl. "And here comes Lem ; so I will go 
to my room." 

"Oh, Miss Sibyl, may I go too? 'Deed an* 'deed, I is 
'feared to stay here !" said Aunt Moll, in trembling tones, 
as she listened to the roaring, howling, shrieking of the 
wild storm without. 

" Certainly, Aunt Moll, if you think you will be any 
safer with me, you are welcome to come. But your trust 
should be placed in a higher power. He who rules the 
storm alone can help you," said Sibyl, gravely. 

" Yes, Miss Sibyl, I knows all dat, an* I does trus' in 

Providence ; but, 'pears like I'd feel safer ef I was with 

you. Seems like de danger wouldn't be so near, nor so 

. drefiful," said Aunt Moll; "an* I allers was awfully 

skeered o* lightnin'." 

" Very well ; come, then," said Sibyl. 

And Aunt Moll, glad of the permission, lit a candle^ 
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She could hear the wild wind rushing through the open 
door, awakening strange, ghostly noises through the high, 
empty rooms, but nothing else. 

What had happened ? What was to be done ? Was it 
only fancy ? Had she been dreaming, and was that cry 
of murder only a delusion, after all ? 

No, it could not be ; for, just as she was beginning to 
think it was only the effect of fancy, she distinctly heard 
footsteps flying up the stairs — a light, fleet step that 
paused at her own door. 

Sibyl's heart stood still. It was but for an instant ; 
then the same piercing cry of " Murder !" rang through 
the lonely house once more ; the quick, light footsteps 
flew down the long, winding staircase again, passed 
through the echoing hall below, and then the large, heavy 
front door was slammed to, with a violence that made the 
old house shake, and all was again profoundly still. 

In one instant, all the wild, ghostly legends she had 
ever heard of the old mansion, rushed through Sibyl's 
mind. Heaven of heavens ! could this be the spirit of 
some murdered victim, returning from its bloody grave, 
to seek for retribution on its murderer ? Sibyl Camp- 
bell, naturally brave, was yet, as we know, superstitious, 
and the terror that mortal man could never have inspired, 
filled her very soul at the thought. Shaking as with an 
ague fit, for an instant she crouched upon the floor, her 
face hidden in her hands, while memory recalled the tale 
she had once heard, of a woman stabbed by one of her 
dark, fierce forefathers, in that very house, whose restless 
spirit (the legend ran) came when the storm was wildest, 
^nd the furious tempest at its height, from her troubled 
tomb amid the heaving waves, to denounce woe on her 
murderer and on his descendants. 
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night," said Mrs, Tom, still keeping her gloomy eyes 
fixed on Sibyl's face. 

J know that ; and that is the principal reason I have 
for thinking what I saw may be the effect of fancy. And 
yet — and yet some one must have been here, else how are 
we to account for the committing of the deed ? And 
what could have induced Christie to go out in such a 
storrn, and at such an hour ?" 

"I do not know ; it is all wrapped in mystery," said 
Mrs. Tom, taking the handkerchief and turning away. 
" But ril find it out — 111 discover the murderers, if I 
should spend my whole life in seeking for them myself." 

" What do you mean to do ?** said Sibyl, anxiously. 

"To have the island searched the first thing. I sup- 
pose you will let Lem come and help ?" 

*• Of course. But would it not be a better plan to go 

over to N immediately, and inform the authorities, 

and let them investigate the matter ?*' 

^'Carl shall take me right over," said Mrs. Tom. 

** I will accompany you," said Sibyl; "we may both 
be needed to give testimony." 

Half an hour later, the boat, containing Carl, Mrs. 
Tom, and Sibyl, was dancing over the water in the direc- 
tion of N , to electrify the community by the announce- 

m^ent of the atrocious deed. 

But where, meantime was Christie? Had she really, 
as they so readily supposed, found a grave beneath the 
wild waves? 



" Docs thee want to know how thou earnest here ?" 
A faint motion of her head, and that eager, inquiiing 
gaze, wa« the sole reply she could m^ke. 



All this perplexed and troubled Christie ; and she 
would have asked th* man about her, only — as he never 
by any chance mentioned her himself — she feared offend- 
ing him by what might seem impertinent curiosity 

In a few days Christie was well enough to sit up at 
the window of ber room, and drink in the health-giving, 
exhilarating air, and listen to the songs of the birds in 
the trees around. She saw this hut — for it was little 
more — was situated in the very depths of the great forest, 
fat removed from every otiier babitatiun. As yet, she 
had not stepped beyond the precincts of her narrow 
chamber; but, one thorning, tempted out by the genial 



for, now that ihee is sirong enough to bear it, I want to 
have a little talk with thee." 

Cluisiie sank anxiously into the chair, and waited ti.i 
what was lu come. The man took a brace of partridges 
out of his bag, and, placing them on the table, drew up 
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alive." 

" Then stay with us ; thee will not have to work at all, 
and BO one will ever hear of thecaay more toa if Um" 



the shore, and five minutes later thee would have been 
swept away. I lifted thee in my arms and carried thee 
down to the boat, instead of following my first intention 
of leaving thee at the cottage or at Campbell's Lodge. I 
did not wish to let it be known I was on the island. Then 
I heard a voice screaming; ' Murder !' and knew it must be 
Bertha ; so 1 set off to look for her again, and found her 
just coming out of the lodge. I bad to bind her hand and 
foot and tie a handkerchief over her mouth to keep her 
quiet ; and there I waited tiil ihe storm had abated. 

" It was near noon the next day when we reached the 
shore, a quarter of a mile below here ; and Bertha's par- 
oxysm being over, she followed me quietly home, while 
I carried thee. 1 feared tliee was dead for a long time 
and only I happened to have some knowledge of surgerj 
thee never would have recovered. That is the wliol 
history," said Uncle Reuben, rising wilh a smile, am 
hatiging his partridges over tlie fire to roast. 



Christie already loved and revered him as a father, while 
he felt an affection for his little stray waif, secood only 
to that which he felt for Bertha. 

As yet, he had not told her the history of the maniac ; 
and Christie, for the most part, absorbed in her own sad 
thoughts, had almost forgotten it ; but one cold and 
blustering night, as she drew her low rocking-chair up to 
the fire, while her nimble fingers busily flew in making 
some warm clothing for the winter, she reminded him of 
his promise, and urged him to relate it. 

Bertha had already retired, and lay asleep in her bee 
in the corner of the kitchen ; and Reuben, his day's work 
done, sat opposite Christie, making wicker- baskets, whici 



at her mourning -dress, and sad, beautiful face, their 
laughter quickly ceased. 

" Her father, who, though not rich, had some money, 
wished ber to be sent to some good boarding-school, 
where she could acquire a good education. He was going 
off on some voyage, in which he expected to make his 
fortune ; and when he came back, he said Bertha should 
be a great lady. 

" Accordingly, three weeks after she came, she was 
sent away to a boarding-school, and I do not think there 
was one sorrier to bid her good-by then than I was. Her 
father the next day went away in his ship, destined to 
some far-off place, which he was never doomed to reach, 
for a month after news came that the vessel was wrecked, 
and all hands cast away ; so that Bertha had now no liv- 
ing relatives in this country except us. 

"As her father before he went had made abundani 
provision for her schooling, in case anything should hap- 
pen, Bertha remained five years at school. We saw verj 



her married to some man more worthy of her than I was. 
I do not say there were not times when I was tempted to 
murmur and wish Heaven had gifted me with a less 
ungainly form, for Bertha's sake; yet, I think, I may say, 
I strove to subdue all such ungrateful murmurs, and 
think of my many blessings ; and, on the whole, I was 
happy. 

" My father, who was growing old and infirm, loved 
Bertha, with a passionate fondness, and often spoke of 
his cherished wish of seeing her united to one of his sons. 
I was the oldest, and his favorite, and I knew his ardent 
desire was to see us married ; but as this could never be, 
I always strove to evade giving a direct answer to his 
questions concerning my feelings toward my cousin. To 
her he had never spoken on the subject ; but on his death- 
bed he called us to him, and putting her hand in mine, 
charged us to love one another, and become husband and 
wife. Ah ! there was little need to tell me to love one 
I almost worshiped already. Bertha's hand lay passively 



thai promise I would never call upon her to redeem. 

" One morning she made her appearance at the breaft- 
fast-iable, looking pale, wild, and terrified. We all 
thought she was ill, but she said siie was not ; she had 
liad b''"3 dreams, she said, forcing a smile, and a headache, 
but a walk in the breezy morning air would cure that. 

" After breakfast as I stood leaning against a tree, 
thinking sadly of all I had lost, she came up to me, and . 
laying her hand on my slioulder, said : 

" 'Cousin Reuben, I have seemed cold and distant to 
you for the past few days, and 1 fear I have offended you. 
C^ you forgive me ?' 



night at the house of some friend ; but the next day 
passed, and the next, and nothing more was heard of 
her. Then we grew alarmed ; and I was about to rouse 
the neighborhood and go in search of her, when a letter 
was brought to me in her well-known writing, 

A terrible thought flashed across my mind at the sight. 
I sank into a chair, tore it open, and read : 

" ' Cousin Reuben ;— I have gone — fled from you all 
forever. Do not search for me, for it will be useless. I 
cannot ask you to forgive me, I have wronged you too 
deeply for that ; but ,do pot curse the memory of the 
unworthy 

'Bertha.' 

" Every word of that note is ineffaceably burned in 
my heart and brain. In that moment my whole life asd 
destiny were changed, I did not show the note to a liv- 
ing soul. I rose up and told them to hush their clamors, 
and never to mention her name more. I thin^ my look^ 



occur that night, but 1 never dreamed of the awful mur- 
der that was perpetrated in one of the upper rooms. It 
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Bertha, but I saw that reason had fled forever. I fancied 
she would always remain thus still and gentle, and never 
dreamed she could be attacked by paroxysms of violence, 
like other lunatics ; until one night, I was startled to find 
her raving mad, flying through the house and shrieking 
murder. All the events of that terrible night seemed to 
come back to her, and she fled from the house before I 
could detain her, sprang into the boat, and put off for the 
island. She knew how to manage a boat, and before I 

could reach N and procure another, she had reached 

the island, entered Campbell's Lodge, still making the 
air resound with her shrill shrieks of murder. Fortun- 
ately, in the dark, she was not perceived, and I managed 
to seize her and bear her off to the boat before any one 
beheld her. 

** A fortnight after, when I visited N , I learned 

that Mark Campbell was dead ; and, I knew that he must 
have heard her cries, and supposing them to be supernat- 
ural, the shock had hastened his death. 

" Of Bertha's child, I could discover nothing. How 
he disposed of it is unknown to me to this hour. 

"And so, Bertha and I have lived here for fourteen 
years, unmolested, and our very existence is doubtless 
long since forgotten. She is, as you see her, gentle and 
harmless ; but, she still has those periodical attacks of 
violence, but in a lesser degree than at first. At such 
times, by some strange instinct, or glimmering of reason, 
she always seeks the isle, enters CarapbelFs Lodge, and 
goes wandering through the rooms, as if vacantly trying 
to remember something that is past. These nocturnal 
visits have given the lodge the reputation of being 
haunted, whi'^h her appearance at different times upon 
the isle has confirmed. As the house was for several 



REMORSE, 

cry, and falling on her knees beside him, clasped her 
arms round his neck, crying^ out : 

** Oh, Edp;ar ! dearest Edgar ! thank Heaven you are 
still alive ! Oh, Edgar, I was made reckless. Only for- 
give me for the miserable past, and, as Heaven hears me, 
I will never, never make you so wretched more !** 

Her tone, her look, her clasp, convinced him she was 
really alive. With his brain burning and throbbing as 
though he were going mad, he started up and grasped 
her by the arm, while he fairly shrieked : 

" Woman, do I speak to the living or the dead ? Did 
I not murder you ?" 

*' Dearest Edgar, no ! The fall scarcely hurt me at 
all. It was all my own fault. Do not think of it any 
more, and do not speak or look so crazed and excited. 
Do you not see I am alive and well ?" 

Yes, he saw it. She whom he supposed was buried 
forever in the heaving sea was bending over him, holding 
his frenzied head on her breast, pushing back the wild 
black hair soothingly off his burning brow. 

Was he sane or mad ? Were all the events of the pre- 
vious night only the horrible delusion of a dream — the 
vivid deception of a nightmare? Was the storm, the 
murder, all a mocking unreality ? 

lie looked down and saw on his cloak a dark, clotted 
mark, the maddening evidence of the past, and knew that 
it was not a dream. His wife was living still. W/io, 
then, had fallen by his hand ? In the storm and darkness, 
what horrible mistake had he made ? 

Ho ground his teeth and clenched his hands together 
to keep back the terrible emotions that made his very 
brain reel, feeling as though nothing, in that moment, 
could inilict greater tortures than he endured. 



might, he would be on his guard, and not commit liimscH 
by betraying his emotions. 

"I must leave this place immediately," was hi 



fervently that every one else would adopt his wife's 
opiaioa. 



" Ah 1 she did! And I presume she immediately went 
and told Mrs. Tom ?" 

" No ; I heard her telling Mrs. Brantweil that she 
found it out somehow — I forget how — somewhere about 
midnight ; but she did not inform Mrs. Tom till morn- 
ing." 

"Why was that?" 

" I don't know. Really, Mr. Courtney, if I wore o. 
trial as a witness, you could not cross-examine me mm* 
striody/" said Mrs. Oounoer) beg^Dniag to kwo potieao 
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shuddeied at the sound ; and hearing footsteps ascending 
the stairs, knew that the family were retiring. Casting 
himself once more on the bed, he strove to compose him- 
self, and while away, in fitful slumber, the tedious hours, 
till morning should dawn. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE WIDOWED BRIDEGROOM. 

•* One fatal remembrance, one sorrow which throws 
Its bleak shade alike o*er our jovs and our woes, 
To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring, 
For which joy has no balm, and affliction no sting." 

— Moore, 

AND where, meantime, was he, whose headstrong 

/-\ passions had brought about this catastrophe? 

Where was Willard Drummond? 

In his far-off Virginia home, he had seen the last 

remains of his only surviving parent laid in the grave, 

and found himself the sole possessor of an almost princely 

fortune. And now, in deepest mourning, and with a 

brow on which rested srill the sad shadow of that newly 

closed grave, he turned his face once more toward the 

house of Sibyl Campbell. 

A complete change — a total revulsion of feeling had 
taken place within him during the last few days. The 
awful presence of death had hushed the clamorous voices 
of passion and ambition, and awoke within him the deep- 
est feelings of remorse for the unmanly part he had 



heard of it, I suppose?" 



mond's thoughts; and setting his unexpected emotion 
down, partially, to the morbid litate of his mind since his 
father's death, and the want of rest, arose and said : 
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" Miss Sibyl Campbell, the bride !" 

" Great Heaven ! on what charge ? You are mad, 



man/' 



" On the charge of having, fifteen months ago, assas- 
sinated Christina Tomlinson, on Campbell's Isle !" 

A wild, terrific shriek, so full of passionate grief thiit 
it thrilled through every heart, rang through the house. 
It was the voice of Mrs. Tom. 



I 



CHAPTER XXIX- 

THE DEVOTION OF LOVE. 

" I know not, I ask not, 
If guilt's in thy heart ; 
I but know tliat 1 love thee 
Whatever thou art/'— MooRE 

T would be impossible to depict or describe the con- 
sternation that reigned now within the cliurch. 
Mrs. Tom, in a deadly swoon, was borne from the 
sacred edifice. 

The book had dropped from the hand of the clergy- 
man, and dumb with amazement and incredulity, he stood 
staring at the official. 

Mrs. Brantwell, pale, and almost fainting at so mon- 
strous a charge, made at such a time, and in such a place, 
hid her shuddering face in her trembling hands. 

The bride-maids, like a flock of frightened birds, had 
clustered together, gazing arouod with vague, terror- 
stricken eyes. 

And the people^ after the first shock of horror and 



farewell !" said Sibyl, as the whole party, preceded by the 
shcrifi, advanced down the aisle, 

Mrs. Braotwell strove to reply, but her voice was 



xiin jury wereaireauy i.iipancieu, aiiu iiic prcsiuiug 
judge, and ihe Siate attorney, and Sibyl's counsel, had 
takcu iheir places, so the trial immediately commenced. 
When the clerk of the court put the customary question 
— ' Guilty or not guilty' — I wish you had seen the slender 
form of Sibyl tower aloft, and her glorious eyes flash, 
and her beautiful lip curl with scorn and disdain, as she 
answered : 

■"AV/ guilty ! your honor.' 

" Tiiere is no use in my telling you the Slate attorney's 
charge. You'll see it all in the papers, if you have any 
curiosity on the subject. All 1 need say is, that it seemed 



to put a stop to it, but in vain. Slic could not swear 
positively that her niece and Miss Campbell were bad 
friends, but she did not tiiink they were on good terms ; 
and her principal reason for ending the intimacy between 
the deceased and Mr. Driimmond. had been the fear of 
tbe jiri«oDOr'» angert whioli she kneWf whoa exoitedt was 



I nasiuy 

threw on her bonnet and shawl, and entered the carriage 
that stood waiting to convey her to Westport. 

Some time before evening they reached the town— 
now so crowded with strangers that it would have been 
impossible to liave secured lodgings, had not Captain 
Cacnpbcll given up his rooms to the use of Mrs. Braot- 
well while she should remain. 

Too utterly exhausted ia her pretent weak state U 



And on, still on, he flew, unheeding the passiog hours 



"Well, now, Jonathan," exclaimed his spouse, In a 
voice more remarkable for shrillness than sweetness, " I 
wonders at your harboring every highwayman and sulky 
stranger you don't, know nothing nbout, in this way. 
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How do you know we won't get our throats cut in cold 
blood afore morning, with that there dark-looking, silent 
man in the house ? How do you know but he's a robber, 
or suthin' ?" 

** I don't believe he's a robber," said Jonathan, quietly, 
sitting down at the table; **he don't look like that. 
Seems more like as if he had some heavy trouble or other 
a-weighing on his mind. Anyway, you wouldn't have me 
turn away a tired critter from the door, would you, old 
woman ?" 

" Well, if he wasn't so suspicious-looking," grumbled 
the old woman ; but, for to go and sit there all the even- 
ing, and never speak one word, is a leetle to much." 

"People don't talk when they arc in trouble, I tell 
you !" retorted her spouse. ** And now I think on't, per- 
haps he's some friend or other of that poor young girl 
that's going to be hung. ^I'm sure, if he is, it's enough to 
make him silent. Fill my cup, Susan." 

" He's real good-looking, anyway," remarked one of 
the girls, "with the loveliest of black eyes." 

" And the sweetest curling hair !" said the other. 

" And the whitest teeth — did you notice ?" added the 
first. 

** No ; but I saw his hands ; they was white as a 
lady's !" chimed in the second. 

" I don't believe he's a bad man, either ; he don't look 
like it," said the first. 

** I declare to massy ! if Sary ain't gone and fell in 
love with him I" exclaimed Johnny, with a chuckle. 

" I hain't neither !" said ** Sary," angrily, with redden- 
ing cheeks. 

" Well, there, don't get quarreling about him !" broke 



One evening, as still weak and languid, he sat" by the 
window, watthing the sun sink red and fjcry hchiiid a 
deuse black cloud, and thinking bitterly how, by the 
impetuous violence of his own headstrong passions, his 



handsume Sibyl Campbell, now the brisk, sharp, cheery 
countenance of Mrs, Tom, all fading, one after aoother, 
to give place once more to Willard's, best loved of all. 

The night was wearing on apace — the last glowing 
ember h.id faded away in darkness ; and, rousing herself 
from her dreamy reverie, as an unusually violent gust of 
wind shook the doors and windows, Christie raised her 
head, wondering uneasily what could h.ive detainee 
Uncle Reuben. 

Just as she was beginning to get seriously anxious 
the door was impetuously thrown open, and Bertha 
entered, followed by Uncle Reuben, bearing in bis hercu 



taily exclaimed. 



And so the long, silent night lingered and lingeredi 
and the dripping forest-road was passed at last ; atid they 
passed, at intervals, gloomy-looking farm-houses, whose 
inmates were still asleep, and whose only greeting to our 
weary travelers was the noisy barking of their watch- 
dogs as they passed on. 

And so tlie melancholy journey was continued until 
morning, wan, cold and gray, lifted Its dead, dull face 
from the mantle of night, and cast a sickly glimmer of 
light along the wet, slippery path. 

"Morning at last," said Uncle Reuben, lifting his 
head, with a deep sigh of relief. "This has been the 
longest night I have ever known." 

"Yes, morning," said Willard Drummond, looking up 
bitterly at the dull, leaden sky; "and we so far from 
Westport yet ; Only one day Inore between her and aa 
ignominious death." 

Uncle Reuben looked at him a moment, and then at 
the bowed form in the cart, with a look of calm reproach. 

"Is thee tired, Christie?" he said, approaching her. 

She lifted her head, disclosing a face so white and 
haggard, so worn with fatigue, sleeplessness, and grief, 
that even Willard started back in sorrow and alarm. 

" Oh, little Christie ! I knew this journey would kill 
thee !" said Uncle Reuben, with a groan. 

"I feel a little tired, that is all," she said, forcing a 
wan smile. " Dear friend, do not look at me with sucli 
frightened, anxious eyes ; it is nothing." 

" Thee is deadly pale, Christie." 



" 1 es, sir, 1 m sure i u oc giaa to neip ner, poor young 
thing ! I've got some will jest fibout fit her," said the 
woman, with a sympathizing look. 

Willard whispered a few words in the ear of Christie, 
who arose and followed tiie woman from the room, while 
a girl about Ciiristic's sixe took oliarge of the breakfast. 
Willard sealed himself near the fire, and fell once more 
into a painful reverie, from which tlic return of Christie 
aroused liim. He placed a chair for her beside his own, 
and sinking into it stie dropped her weary little head on 
his shotUdcr. 

Breakfast was soon smoking on the table, and the 
three wayfarers took seats ; but much as they needed 
food, this errand had effectually taken away their appe- 
tites, and it was with the utmost difficulty they could pre- 
vail upon Christie even to swallow a cup of coffee. 

"Can you furnish me with a horse and wagon to 



" Here we are, at the hotel, thank Heaven !" said tl 
minister, as lbs coach stopped. 

A vast crowd bad assembled here. For a moment a] 



" oil, Christie, I have iiotliing to forgive you. You 
were not Riiilty," said Sibyt, sinking down by the bed- 
side, and hidin;^ her face in Chrislie's little thin hand. 

" Not willfully, but still I wronged you. And there la 
another— will yuu not forgive him ?" 

"Never, so ligip me Heaven!" fiercely exclaimed 
Sibyl, springing up and casting upon liim a glance of 
fire. 

"Sibyl, I am dying! You will not refuse my last 
request? Oh, Sibyl, in a moment of thoughtless passion 
lie married me; but all the lime he loved yoti best. I 
can sec it all now. lie lnved you then— he loves you 
noiv, better than all ihe world," 

" And you can forgive liim for the irreparable wrong 
he has done you— a descried home, a blighted life, and an 
early death ? Christie, you are an angel !" 

" No, no ; only a frail sinner, with so much to be for- 
given herself, that she can easily, joyfully forgive that. 



and see Christie, 'stead o' standing there, sliiftin' from 
one foot to another, like you had got into a nest o' young 
wipers," 

Tlius adjured, in the sharp, peremptory tone that 
reminded Christie of other days, Carl advanced and 
pressed his lips to Chrisiie's cheek as gingerly as though 
lie were afraid of burning himself. Evidently reliev'' 
when this was over, he edged off toward the door, m 
at the invitation of Sibyl, took a. seat, and sat down • 
the extreme edge of the chair. 

Aad then, when Mrs. Tom had hugged and kisst 



consteroiGed I hadn't a word to say, but jest stood starjn' 
with my mouth wide open, fnsi nt bim and ilieii at tlie 
baby that was sleepin' like a sweet littie angel. Before I 
could ask him a single blessed question 'buut it, lie sez 
to me : 

" ' Mrs. Tom, there's .1 child 1 want toukeii care of. 
Ef you'll do it, I'll pay you ; if you won't ' 

"I don't know what he was going (o say, for I broke 
out with the greatest string o' questions just then that 
ever was, asking him all about the baby ; but he only 
looked fierce, and wouldn't tell me a word. 

" ' If you will take it, Mrs. Tom,' sez he, ' you shall be 
well rewarded for taking care of it ; but you must 
never, while 1 live, breathe to a living soul that I left it 
with you, If you do," sez he, 'it wilt be all the worse 
for you.' 

" 'And it's mother,' sez I ; ' where's she?' 

" My conscience ! if you had seen him then ! His face 
got like a thunder-cloud, and he said, in a voice that 



Colder and colder grew the hand in liis ; lower sank 
the head nn his bosom ; fainter and fainter beat the gen- 
tle, loving heart. No sound, save the suppressed sobs of 
Mrs. Tom, broke the stillness of the room. 

Suddenly the closed eyes flew open, ivlth a vivid, 
radiant light ; the sweet lips parted in a smile of ineffable 
juy ; and she half rose from her recumbent posture. The 
next, she feii back ; ihe blue eyes closed ; a slight shiver 
passed through her frame ; and the streaming sunshine 
fell on the face of the dead. 

One year after, there was a wedding — a very quiet. 

private one — at the liulc church of N . And when 

was over, Sibyl and Willard entered their plain, dai 
traveling carriage, and bidding good-by to their frieni 
assembled in the parsonage, set out for Willard's Vii 
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-.Dnjack— Hy P. T. BaranBl.... 

eck fa tbe JuDElc Do. 
DW to Win ia Wall Strsst... 
The Lite of Sarah Bciohardt... 
Arctic Travcia— By Di. Havu.. 

Wbiat for Bcfinnera. 

Plntaca froin^-Onlda." 

Lady BlakB'a Love Letten.... 
■ --- tanch— By MiTncRrid... 
... _.-Bia Boy— Hoiatio Alger.. 
Dan, Tbe Detectiva. Da. 
M, 

Madame— By FiukLccBcnVdi^t 15 

randAoTlt. Ba. - 1; 

-jnd Laurence. Do. 1 ; 

MlKnonoette— BySangrie id 

leBaics-ByMri. W.H.White.... ij 

Mromea of To-day. Do 15 

The Baranesa—JoaqDm Miller... 15 

One Pair Woman. Do. ... is 

ThcBurnhama— Mrs-G.e.Stewan ■ 

Eueene Ridgewood- Paul lame* i ■ 

Bruton-aBar— K. M. DagEelt.. i; 

Miaa Beck— ByTUhuryHoii.... .j 

' Wayward Life 10 

laniaE Wind*— Emenon i j 

.. .^llase Widow— CM. Seymour i j 

Sblftleaa Polk*— Fannie Smith., i 5 
Peace Pelican. Da. ..is 

JliddeoPowet^T. H. Tibbln... 15 

TwooCUa— CaliitaHaluy 7 

Cupid 00 Cratche*— A. B. Wood. 7 

ParaonT borne— E.M. Buckingham 1 j 

kablePllnation.^iimer * 7 

Is— Florence Marryait... ij 

;herry— B. L. Farjeon.. 1 

'- """""lori^mer-FannieBMn'. IS 

le»— liernard O'Reilly.. 1 ; 

nd 1— By ChM. Dodge. .3 

My Qiieeo- By Handetle i 5 

Fallen amone Thlevea— lUyne. i j 

Saint LcKer-^lchardK. Kimball i; 




Henry Powers, Banker. Do. 
Led Aalny- By OcuTe FeniUel 
She LovedHim MadJy— Boivb. 

Thick and Tbin—Mery 

So Pair yet False— Cbavelle... 
A Fatal Paaalon— C. Bernard... 
(darBDerite-B Jaurnal-For Girl 
Roae of Memphia— W.C.Falko< 
Spell-Bound— Alenaodre Dnaiu 
Purple and Fine Linen— Fawcei 
Panllne'a Trial— L. D. Courtnej 
TheFoTEivinc Xi*a_M. Loth. 
Heaaurefor tleaaiire— Stanley. 
ChareHe-An American uo.el.. . 
Fairfax- By John Esten Cooke., 
Hilt to Hill. . Do. 

Out of ibe Foam. Do. 

Hammer and Rapier. Do. 
Keanetb— By SaTlieA. Brock... 



Edith Hurray— Joanna Mai he' 
Sao Mlniato— Mra.C.V.HaniiHi 



WalwDTtb'a Movela— Six Tola... 



->:»j 





fflABY J. HOLMES' Works. 




AND SUNSHINE. 


DARKNESS AND DAVLIOHT. 






HUGH WORTHINGTON. 




*D ON HILLSIDE. 


CAMERON PRIDE. 












K-lUkLVN'S M1STAK& 






MILLBANK. 




AUDE. 
IREY. 


EDNA BROWNINO. 




LE. 






ORNTOM. 


FORREST HODS*. 




D'OR. 


HADELINB. 




HETHERTON. 


CHRISTMAS STORIU. 




fORTUNE. CVn..J 






OPINIONS OF 


THE PRESS. 
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«ycd by ibe uiH^ pjs 


>•«■>. ud Kiu^led by lh= unic mod™ 






> uyli Am aU m o 



AmcriMn Review, vol li, pa^a 337, uyi of Mn. Miry J. 
EBitish Oiphus":—" Willi ibi> nan] of Urs. Holmes' we han 
id ma hKTC a pi^tty numenjua circle of ducrimiEUtiD^ itaden to 
lent it The clutac(erital»n » enqiiitiMs e^ccuilly » lar ai 
id vilU^ lifoi of which there ore Bome pictnna that deierre id 
pelua] memorr of types of humsniij' tsi bemminK eiCinct The 
nlly brieC poinlej, and appropriate. The pic 
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xtastnicted and wi 

VIS on chuaclcr, as 



sloped a 



nawL Man 
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